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"You shall have that pleasure," was the reply, as some of the troops went down cellar, and others examined the ground floor.
" JSrow we will go up stairs," said the officer in command.
" Well, if you will, you must. But you won't find nobody up there but a poor old sick one."
"Is it a sick man?"
"No, it ain't. It's my husband's aunt Betty; been sick going on ten years."
"Where is she?"
"Up chamber there."
Up they went., and there, as the woman said, they found a bed-ridden crone. But the form which the bedclothes outlined was jnore extended and ample than the shape of an old woman would warrant; and modestly turning down the coverlet, they disclosed an armed Confederate, lying at length with his boots on. The boys named him at once the " Sleeping Beauty," and gathered him in.
Hancock's brigade, during the preliminary week of the Peninsular Campaign, bore its share of the labors, and claimed its share of the sports and humors of the ramp, the march, and the foray; and it was in splendid condition when its gallant leader took it into battle. Such a test as that at Williainsburg could be successfully borne only by troops who had learned to have confidence in their commander, and who had by him been brought to a high state of military efficiency. you better clear out quick."
